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to Muſic by Baron DAs rob. 


* 
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Hymnus in B. Maran Virginem. 
I. OCTABAT Mater dubreſa, 

po Juxta Crucem lachrimoſa, 

Sk Bun pendebat Filus: 

1 2 ani mam gementem, 

$8 Contriſtantem, & dolentem, 
0 e glaarus. 45 


1 TRIO. 


II. O quam triſtis, & aba 
Fuit illa benedifta © 
Mater Unigeniti! 
Qu mærebat, & dolebat, 
1 Mater, dum TIE ou in 
Nan panes ine yu. ane 
DU ET T O. 


III. Nis oft homo qui non fleret, 
* Matrem CuRIsT1, fi videret MX; 
I tanto ſupplicio? FE 
13 QDuis non poſſet contriſtari, 3 
Matrem CHRIST I contemplari 58 


Dolentem cum Filio? 00 
93 Pro 


* to the VIRGIN MA RY, 


I. ENEATH 8 Tree's „ ſhade, 
On which the Lord of Life is laid, 
Behold the ſacred Mother ſtand 
And as ſhe ſpies his Boſom gor d 
With the murder- pointed Sword, 
Lamenting wring her ſnowy Hand! 
TRIO. 


II. Obſerve her Looks, how wan with Care! 
Obſerve her Breaſts to Tempeſts bare, 
Her Treſſes floating in the Wind: 
Before her tear - impearled Eyes, 
Expires, in agonizing Cries, 
The great Deliverer of Mankind. 9 
Dr G 1 
III. What Man's with Paſſions fram' d ſo high, 
But here muſt add the ſocial figh, 
And bid the ſtarting Tear to flow ? 
Who can the riſing Sob forbear, ' 
'That ſees the Virgin Queen appear - 
In-all the Ws 'of Woe.! 


IV. 


VI. 


VII. 


(4) 
DUETTO. 


Pro peccatis WI gentis 
Vidit Ixsuu in tormentis, 

Et flagellis ſubditum ; 
Pidit ſuum dulcem Natum G 
Moriendo deſolatum, 

Dum emit ſpiritum. 


CHORUS. 


Eja Mater, Fons 'amoris ! 
Me ſentire vim doloris 
Fac, ut tecum lugeam; 
Fac ut ardeat cor meum 


In amando CukIsTruM Deum, 


Ut fibi complaceam ! _ 
SOLO. 


Sancta Mater iſtud agas, 
Cruciſiæi fige plagas 


Cordi meo wvalide, 

Tui nati vulnerati, 

Tam dignati pro me pati, 
Panas mecum divide ! 


DUETT O. 


Fac me tecum pio flere, 
Cructfixo condolere, 

Donec ego wvixero« 
Tuxta Crucem tecum me; | 
Et me fibi ſociure 

In planctu, us cot 
| { Virge 


IV. 


Think, for the Crimes of Human Race, 


. 


1 


And, leſt ought elſe a Pow'r may find 


VII. 


(5) 
DUETTO: 


See how the Thorns his Temples wound, 
See, to the Laſh, abus'd and 22 
A Prey the great Meſſiah lies; 


Think, for to purchaſe Rebel's Grace, 
He groans, he faints, he ſinks, he dies] 
Hail ſacred Mother, Fount of . 4 7 


O teach my ſtubborn Breaſt to 


The Force of Grief, and ſhare « wo Pain 3 
O teach my full· plum d Soul, with thee, 


To ſoar on Wings of Extaſy, 


In ſearch of him whoſe Death we plain ! 
SOL O. 


O Virgin, grant a Vot'ry's Wiſh, < 
Who aſks not Wealth, nor earthly Bliſs; 
But in his Woes to bear à Part; 


E'er to eraſe them from my Mind, 
Imprint them deeply on my Heatt. 


DUETT O. 


With thee in plaintive Strains I'll mourn, 
With thee hang penſive o'er his Urn, 
Till diſencumber'd of it's Clay, 
Aſpiring to it's native Skies, 
And free from all terreſtrial ties, 
The Soul ſprings upwards into Day. 


0 


IX, 


es) 


CHORUS. 


"Virgo Vi, irginum preclara ! 


Mibi jam non fis amarn, 
Fac me tecum plangere ; 


Huc ut portem CarIST1 mortem, 


als fac confortem, 
Et plagas recolere ! 


8 0 LO. 
Fac me plagis vulneruri, 


Fac me Crute incbriari, 


Et eruore Filii: 


Hlammis ne urar ſuccenſus, 
Per te Virgo ſim defenſus 


In die judicii ! 
CHORUS. 


CuxIs TR, iam exire, 
Da per Matremme venire 
Ad palmam viftorie : 


Quando corpus morietur, 
Fac ut anima donetur 


Paradis Gloriæ 


CHORUS. 
A ME N. 


* 
* 


12 


& id 


(9): 
CHORUS, 


VIII. O brighteſt of the virgin Quire! 
Refuſe not this my chief Deſire; 
But let me ſhare thy mournful State; 
So richer Proſpects will ariſe, 
And happier Scenes enchant my Eyes, 
When trembling at the Brink of Fate. 


SOLO. 


IX. O facred Virgin lend thy aid, 
O ſmile propitious, heavenly Maid! 
In that tremendous aweful hour, 
When at the Trump's far-echoing ſound, t 
The nodding Hills, the gaping Ground, 
Shall loudly ſpeak Almighty Pow'r. 


CHORUS. 


And thou have Pity, heavenly King, 
When riding on ſeraphic Wing; 
Thou com'ſt in Majeſty array d; 
Thy Mercy grant, thy Pow'r controul, 
Snatch, ſnatch, a wretched, ſinful Soul 
From dreary Pain's eternal Shade 


CHORUS. a” 
AME N. 


'Þ 


